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FOR THE ROSE BUDs 

THE EMBROIDERED ROBE.— 

ABRIDGED FROM THF FRENCH, 
Madame de Fontang, the 

widow of a celebrated law- 

yer, lived in modest -retire- 
ment in the environs of Paris. 

She was the mother of two 

daughters, Clara and Fan- 

ny. The elder, distinguished 
for the regularity of her fea- 
tures, and the almost perfect 
symmetry of her form, was 
deficieat in that sweetness 
of disposition,” which alone 
will command respect and 
affection. Fanny, on the 
contrary, had no outward 
charm to recommend her; 
but a laughing good hu- 


moured face, which seemed 
to say—“I am not made to 
shine, but .to be loved, The 
retirement of their lives was 
brokem by an invitation to 
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the wedding of a rich young 
relative; who moved im the 
first circles of fashion. “We 
cannot go,” said Clara; she 
laiddown the note. “And 
why not ?’.. asked Fanny 
quickly,” they will certainly 
dance, and you know mother. 


I love dancing dearly” “Oh”. 


exclaimed her sister,” Leonld 
never appear among so ma- 
ny. fashionable people, in a 
cambric dress andcotton stoc- 
kings. .They would only 
laugh at us.” 
them laugh,” said Fanny. 
“I shall be just as mucha 
mused with them, for the ex. 
cess of fashion is always ridi- 
culous.” «Ciara knowing 
that she would be obliged to 
go, plead indispos tion; -and 
her mother saw with sorrow, 
that vanity and discontent 
had destroyed her daughter's 
better feelings. As they 
were sitting together on the 
preceding morning, and Fan- 
ny was expressing her re- 
gret at-her sister’s unfortu- 
nate sickness, a servant, en- 
tered with a packet, con{ain- 
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ing a splendid robe of Tid 
muslin, beautifully en.broid- 
ered; and mentioned, that 
Madame de Fontang had ob- 
tained the suceessful Lumber 
in a raffle. sisters bot 
uttered a cry of delighted sur, 
ise; and Fanny immcdiate- 
y ext ined; “Oh! mother, 
this will suit Ciara exactly: 
it is just the dress Bhe longed 
for, and Iam sure she will 
be quite well to morrow: do 
say she may wear it.” Ma- 
dame de Fontang consented, 
and added, that she would 
now be obiiged to purchase 
silk stockings, and some or, 
naments suitable for such a 
dress. The desired evening 
arrived: Clara’s vanity was 
gratified, for she was loaded 
with finery; while Fanny in 
her cambric dress, with no 0- 
(her ornament but a rose-bud 
in its fresh’ foliage, showed 
by her, dimpled cheek and 
langhing eye, that che was 
perfectly-contented. “On ar- 


‘riving at the house ‘hey were 


usheied in'o a spiengid apart 
ment, lighted with eolecred 
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{: mps, and crowded with all 


the beaygy and fashion of Pa- 
c's. Amongst the — ele- 
gauce of their costumes, 
Clara’s was unnoticed; while 
Fanny’s attire appeared yet 
more lovely from tts simpli- 


city; and a!‘racted the atten, 


tion of every (ne. “Have 
you danced with the sweet 
rose-bud?’? was the repeat- 
ed question: and even the 
young ladies, as they watch- 
ed her flying steps, and 
caught her artless, merry 
laugh, exclaimed—-“She is 
jndeed beantiful! She is tru- 
hy a rose-bud.” Ciara, find- 
ing herself unnoticed, ex- 
cept by some friends sent 
by her sister, became mor- 
tified and discontented, and 
at last pleading indisposition 
begged of her mother to re- 
‘turn home. Madame de 
‘Fontang consented, but she 
wished that Fanny, who so 
rarely had an opportunity of 
enjoying her favorite amuse- 
nient, should remain, under 
the care of several friends ; 
but the affectionate girl. could 
not be persuaded: “ My sis- 
ter is sick, seid she, and 
how canl be merry,?’ So 
saying, she caught her moth- 
e:’s arm and followed her to 
the carriage, amid a crowd 
of admirers, who exclaimed, 
loud enough for her ear ; 
“Oh! how provoking, to 
lose the sweet rose-bud so 
soon.” Clara was deeply 
affected by her sister’s gen- 
erous attachment, and tears 
of envy soon gave place to 
those of aifection—she ac- 
knowledged that every out- 
ward charm and ornament, 
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could not be compared with 
good humour and modest 
simplicity. UNE AMIE. 
#'or my Youngest 
caders, | 
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;SEMICOLON.COUNT TWO. 
: COLON. COUNT THREE. 

Come here Lhomas. 
and read these names. 
Colon: semicolon; What 
does a colon (:) look 
like? 
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A colon (:) looks like ' 


two periods. 

You must stop long e- 
nough ata colon to count 
three. It it not often 
used, 

What does a semico- 
lon (;) look like ? 

It looks like a comma 
with a hat on. 

Very well, Thomas. 
Mind that you pay great 
respect to your semico- 
lons. Semi means half. 

Here is some poetry 
for you, - 

Whene’er I mect acomma (,) Tu 
think of saying one, 
And two at semicolons(;) will be very 
pleasant fun. 
The colon (:) till P've counted three, 
my little mind will fix-- 


At periods (.) ? 12 make a pause, 
and think of four or six. 


———— . 


CONUNDRUM. 
What burns ‘to keep a se- 
cret? 
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THE YOUNG BOTANISTS 
A DIALOGUE. 
Brother John, Billy, and Dick. 

Billye Brother Jolin, you 


promised Dick and myself 


sometime since, that when 
the spring came, you would 
take us out some afternoons 
to study botany; is it time to 
go yet, and will you take us 
with you, fer I long to knew 
the names of the different 
flowers!— 
Brother John. Yes: we shall 
now find a few, quite enough 
for you to learn; so get your 
hats, and let us be off.— 

Dick: (afier walking some 
distance.) Well, now here 
we are outside of the lines, 
but with nothing near us but 
a_bare old field, with stunted 
grass.— 

Brother John. Not as bare 
as you suppose Dick; do you 
not see a bluish tinge on the 
turf yonder?— 

Dick. Yes I think I do.— 

Brother John. Well go a 
little closer and see what is 
the eause of it .— 

Dick. (advancing and stoop- 
ing.) Oh Billy! look here ! 
the ground is covered with 
beautiful tittle blue flowers!~ 

Billy. Yes; it is,and unless 
you Brother John had direc- 
ted our attention to them 
they are soe small that we 
shouldnot have noticed them: 
how beautiful they would 
look through your little mi- 
croscope: I wish we had ask- 
ed you to bring it with you.- 

Brother John. As 1 knew 
these flowers were in bloom 
which make no great display 
to the naked eye, I brought 
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it with me: (after fitting in 
one of the flowers,) How does 
it look now Billy? 


Billy. Oli I declare it is a 
purple funnel shaped flower, 
almost as large as a morning 
giory;. only look Dick, it 
seems all encrusted with sil- 
ver, 

Dick. (looking at the flower) 
Yes it is beautiful indeed; 
what is its name, brother? 


Brother John. tt may be 
called the spreading Housto- 
nia; there are 5 or 6 species;* 
one passes at the North by 
the names of Venus’s Pride 
and Forget me not, but the 
eharacter of this species is 
that the stems lie close to the 
‘ground; for the flowers, as 
_you observed, seemed hardly 
to rise above the turf.—Now 
my little brother, you noticed 
that this diminutive flower, 
which was scarcely visible 
to the eye, when magnified 
appeared both large ‘ and 
beautiful as if covered with a 
crust of silver.—Such are all 
the works of God; the more 
we examine them, the more 
beautiful and perfect they 
appear. 

* Note. In botany, all plants are 
ranged under some t ‘lass, Order, Ge- 
nus and Species. The Class. is de- 
termined by the number and situation 
of the stamens. 

These are placed within the flower 
and surround the pistil, or pistils, 
which mark the Order. So in the 
Houstonia it has four stamens 
which mark the class, (Tetrandna) 
and one pistil which marks the order, 
‘(Monovynia) the Genus is known 
by the form and color of the entire 
flower; the species by the form and 
situation of the leaves and stem of 
the entire plant. Our readers would 
Jearn much from Irving’s Catechism of 
Botany, which we recommend to ther 
notice. 
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We subjoin an extract 
from the Jetier ofta Tennes- 
see subscriber, and a notice 
from a Western paper, as 
specimens of the encourage- 
ment given to the Rose Bud. 


* Enclosed are two dollars 
for my subscription for this 
year, which I give with 
pleasure, believing that if pa- 
rents would put such pubii- 
cations in the hands of their 
children it would be a bless- 
ing to them both in time and 
eternty. You will please 
give me a hint in your next 
number, of the receipt of the 
enclosed. I am in hopes 
that [ can procure you some 
subscribers in this place, at 
the opening of our school in 
the spring.” 

FROM THE REVIVALIST. 

Nashville, Tennessee. 

Tue Rose Buvb—Aimong 
all the periodicals now ex- 
tant, we have seen none 
more worthy of public favor 
than the Rose-Bud. Its con- 
tents are not only imtendéd 
to amuse, but to instruct its 
readers; and to cultivate 
those feelings of virtue and 
piety with which the minds 
of children, cannot be too ear- 
ly impressed, It may be 
properly called a youth’s 
hews-paper. | 

ASTRONOMICAL. 

Our readers will remem- 
ber, that several weeks ago, 
we called their attention to 
an interesting combination 
of the three planets, Jupiter, 











| Mars, and Venus. A fort- 








night since, Jupiter and Ve~ 
nus approached very near 
each other ; now if we look 
at those luminaries at. about 
half past 6 o'clock in the 
evening, we shall perecive 
that Venus has passed Juni- 
ter, aud advanced through 
a very large arch from the 
West to the East in her re- 
volution round the sun, 

Laplace and other Math- 
maticians have calculated 
exactly how much Jupiter 
must be attracting Venus, 
outof her regular orbit. 
But the greatest triumph of 
Astronomers is, that they 
have demonstrated the im- 
possibility of the planets ever 
so far disturbing each other, 
as to destroy the eternal har. 
mony of the system. 


In connection with this 
subject, we would direct the 
attention of our readers to an 
Oppectunity afforded them for 
obtaining astronomical in- 
struction from the Lectures 
of Mr. Wheeler, proposed for 
the ensuing week in our city. 





Mr. Wheeler will Lecture on As- 
tronomy, illustrated by an Appa- 
ratus, on Monday, Tuesday, and 
Thursday Evenings next, at 7 o'clock, 
at the Cyy Hall. 

Yor plan, see Hand-Bills, 
EES a 


To CorresPonpEnTs. 

The “Basket of Strawber- 
ries” which was printed in a 
former pumber of the Rose 
Bud, signed Une Amie, has 
been copied into a northern 
periodical, 

“Anna,” from Savannah 
is received, and shall appear 
hereafter. “D.”" and “M. A. 
S.” will appear in our next, 
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FOR THE ROSE BUD. 


THE SILENT GIRL. 


She soldom apake; yet she imparted 
Far more than language could— 

So birdjike, bright, and tender hearted, 
So natural and good! — 

Hor air—her look—her rest—her actions— 
Were voice enough for her, 

Why need atongue, when those attractions 
Our inmost hearts could stir ? 


She scldom talked—but, uninvited, 
Would cheer us with a song; 

And oft her hand our ears delighted, 
Sweeping the keys along. 

And oft, when converse round would languish 
Ask’d or unask’d, she read 

Some tale of gladness or of anguish, 


And so our evenings sped. 


She seldom spake; but she would listen 
‘With all the signs of soul; 


Her cheek would change—her eye would glisten ; - 


The sigh—— the smile—upstole, 
Who did not undersiand and love her, 
With meaning thus o’erfiaught ? 
Though silent as the sky above her, 
Like that, she kindled thought. 


Little she spake; but dear attentions 
From her would ceaseless rise; 

She check’d our wants by kind preventions, 
She hush’d the children’s cries, 

And, twming, she would give her mother 
A long and loving kiss; 

The same to fathcr, sister, Brother, 
All round—nor one would miss. 

She seldom spake; she speaks no longer; 
She sleeps beneath yon rose. 

*Tis well for us that ties no stronger 
Awaken memory’s woes, 

For oh, our hearts would sure be broken, 
Already drain’d of tears, 

If frequent tones, by her outspoken, 
Still linger’d in our ears. 


G. 
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POR THE ROSR BUD. 
PRAR MRS. EDITOR, . 

The following vorses‘were writ- 
teh atthe North, a few winters since, in reference to 
same very biilliant sec nes which the season then 2 florded 
hey inay perhaps be interesting to some of your young 
readers, who have never witnessed the splendors, nor 
shivered in the cold, of the season as it appears in New 
England. 


A WINTER HYMN, 
God of the Seasons! ’Tis thy hand 
Bids winter o’cr the earth come forth, 
Spreads o’er the plains his harsh command, 
And wakes the fury of the North. 


How gloriots art thou, God of might! 
When rushing tempests speak thy praise, 

When throngh the clonds, the Eloewic light 
Quick darts its momentary blaze, 


How glorious art thou, gracious Lord! 
.When, in the calm and solemn night, 

O’er the wide north beam far abroad 
*Wide fanes and towers of pillar’d light. 


O’er town and forest, hill and vale 

The pare and silvery rays are shed, 
And stars befare that light grow pale 

As high and far its beams are spread, 


The moon, with dimmed, yet lovely ray, 
Holds on meanwhile, through cloudy flakes, 
Her tranquil, heaven-directed way 
Till in new glories, morn awakes, 


The sun. comes forth; o’er vale and hill 
Creation at lis presence glows; 

In silver gleams each frozen rill, 
And earth is fresh with fleecy snows, 


With purer gems than glittering strew 
The caves of [ndia’s wealthy mines, 

Rich with each olear and brilliant hve, =~ 
The shrub, the frozen leaflet shines, 


And beautiful the ice-clad trees 
Glance to the sun’s first gladdening rag; - 
Their branch:s sparkling, 28 the breeze 
Floats o’erthem on its trackless way. 


O Ged of beauty * Natures Lord! 
In all we own thy love, thy power, 
Oh bless us, as our thanks are poured 
Now, in thy brilliant winter heer,  $S> 


*The Aurora Borealisr 














